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	Birds of a Feather

**A/N: **Hope you liked it! I know there are other fanfics with Bellatrix's daughter living with the Malfoys, but generally the ones I found used that plot point solely as a way to make their Mary-Sue-like characters have a "flaw," and the ones that actually have managed to have properly flawed characters threw away the implications of the Lestrange name rather quickly, having them accepted by their peers after saying "I'm not my parents!" or something like that. And then the Malfoys hate her and she moves in with the Weasleys or something.

I don't want that to happen with Capella, though. Realistically, everyone is going to carry around that implicit bias for a long, long time and many people will never lose it. Plus, Capella _was _raised by the Malfoys, and you can argue nature/nurture all you want, but she's still going to have Malfoy-esque tendencies (save prejudice, which I made rather clear she doesn't have.) I mean, look at Remus Lupin. He was 10/10, A-1 amazing guy, but some people still refused to trust him because he was a werewolf.

So, yeah. Long story short, Capella Narcissa Lestrange is in for it.

Not sure what the pairing is going to be with this story. My heart says one of the twins, but I'm considering Cedric, Oliver and some others, too. The main purpose of this story is a study on what's in a name, and Capella's relationship with Draco (and Draco's development as a character that actually _does _have a warm-hearted role model), Neville Longbottom, and—later on—Sirius too. Also, you'll notice there's going to be a lot of flashbacks to the marauder's era. That's because I _hate _info dumps and think that Capella's early life should be revealed naturally, you feel?

So that's my spiel. Hope you liked it! If you didn't please review!

**Warnings: **Rated T for language, situations, and implied sexual content.

* * *

><p><strong>Birds of a Feather<strong>

Chapter One

* * *

><p><strong>Before—December 23, 1978<strong>

"It'll be alright, Ella," he whispered. "Just–for the love of Merlin–stop squirming_._"

Sirius halted his motorbike outside an unassuming home, lifting up a small bundle of black blankets from the attachment he had just recently added. A small face poked out from deep inside, looking entirely unimpressed despite belonging to a child only a little more than a month old. The raven-haired young wizard shook his head—that look had to be a genetic trait of his family, he swore it—and made his way to the front door of the home.

He pounded out a few knocks on the door in a specific rhythm, only stopping when he heard the distinct sound of multiple Muggle locks coming undone. A precaution the couple who lived inside didn't need, but still used to aid in comforting the Muggle-born of the pair.

The door swung open, revealing a young James Potter in a thoroughly hideous Christmas jumper. Sirius mentally scolded himself for forgetting to wear one himself—he swore 1978 would be the year James' ugly sweater contest winning streak would end—but he allowed himself to ignore his disappointment when James' eyes landed on the bundle in his best friend's arms.

"Lily!" James called over his shoulder, a bemused expression on his face. "I think I owe you ten Galleons." James parted way to allow his friend inside, while Sirius scoffed, somewhat confused by the bespectacled man's outburst. Lily Potter came up to meet them at the door, and like her husband, her eyes instantly fell onto the little girl in Sirius' arms.

"Oh, Sirius," Lily sighed, running a distressed hand through her fiery hair. "James thought you'd last at least five years." Despite her chastising look, Lily happily relieved Sirius of the whimpering bundle, and the child instantly fell silent.

Sirius scoffed. Traitorous little thing, that one was.

"She _is _adorable though. Who's is she? Surely not Alice, she's with Frank now...Marlene's? Oh, no. It must be Mary. Mary's always taken a fancy to you..." Sirius blinked as Lily continued to rattle off a list of what seemed to be every girl she and he had ever met, and suddenly what his friends were implying sunk in.

"Oh, no! No, no, no. She's not mine," he exclaimed, holding up his hands defensively. "Did you really think I was that stupid?" The young couple gave their mutual friend an embarrassed look, and then James pointed an accusatory finger towards his wife.

"_She _did," he declared, ignoring the daggers that Lily was shooting at him. "I always had the utmost faith in you, Padfoot. Five years, I said, five years before one of your one night stands backfired."

Sirius frowned at his best friend. "Your faith is truly overwhelming, Prongs," he responded in a mocking tone. "Her name is Capella, by the way. Bit of a mouthful if you ask me; I just call her Ella." The two nodded as they got a better look at the little girl in the blankets, who admittedly did look something like Sirius, but really not enough to be his child.

"Isn't Capella a star or something?" Lily murmured, soothingly rocking Capella in her arms as the three magical folk made their way to the living room. "Almost sounds like the type of name your family would..." The redhead froze, a sharp realization sparking in her eyes and causing her to stiffen. Nearly dropping Capella as she did so, Lily handed the baby back to Sirius.

"Padfoot, whose kid is she?" James demanded, looking at the small child as if she was Voldemort himself. A guilty grin permeated on Sirius' features. "Sirius!"

"Bellatrix's," the man admitted, sounding almost incoherent. "You know my cousin, Lyra? The one who secretly tolerates me? Well, she's the godmother, and Bellatrix left Ella with her for this entire week because they're doing stuff for You-Know-You." A fiery glow seemed to surround James at the mention of the Dark Lord, and Sirius made an effort to speed up his explanation. "Lyra insisted I should get to know her—of course, I think she just didn't want to deal with some baby on Christmas—and, well, here I am."

Neither James nor Lily—two people who never seemed short for words—stared blankly at Sirius, at complete losses. "I'm taking this silence as acceptance," Sirius said.

"You brought," James paused, taking in a deep, reaffirming breath, "You brought a famous Death Eater's daughter into our home. For Christmas Eve festivities."

Sirius blinked. "Technically speaking, she's the daughter of _two _famous Death Eaters." Two identical, unamused glares were his only response to the comment.

"You're insane, mate," James chuckled humorlessly, his arm snaking around Lily's shoulders in a defensive matter, like Bellatrix Lestrange was about to burst into their heavily warded home any moment. "Please give her back to the crazies that birthed her now."

"Prongs, come on, it's not like they're going to come here to find me. First of all, they have no idea where you live, and it's not like Bella cares about the kid anyway. Lyra's said she's hardly looked at her since she was born," getting an idea, Sirius then held up Capella, who blinked and giggled at James. "Look at her, Prongs! Does she look like a monster to you?"

The man's first response was a sharp, biting _of course_, but, unfortunately for him, Lily had brought out the soft side in him. And she _was _one of the cutest kids he had ever seen. It took him about five seconds before James had the little girl in his arms, smiling as she reached for the round glasses on his face. Sirius grinned triumphantly—he knew he'd won his best friend over right then and there.

"Fine," James relented. "But only if Lily agrees." Seeming to understand the significance of the messy-haired man's statement, the little girl turned her big, sea-green eyes on Lily and gurgled.

The redhead didn't stand a chance, and Sirius briefly considered the pros and cons of bringing Capella to Order meetings; might make people agree with him more.

"Alright," Lily sighed, seeming reluctant but Sirius knew she was excited at the thought of playing with the little girl. "She can stay. Remus loves kids, anyway."

As if waiting for his cue, the fireplace lit up with green flames and spat out a tall, wiry man with scars across his face and a bag of presents in his left hand. A bright grin lit up his face, clearly grateful he had someone to spend the holiday with; Remus's mother had passed away the year prior, and his father had moved to America to start a new life. Though, if that new life was to get over his dead wife or to forget about his werewolf son, Remus wasn't sure. Still, it sufficed to say that the only family that, like Sirius, the only family that Remus Lupin had in 1978 were the Potters.

He dusted Floo Powder off of his admittedly horrific Christmas jumper—honestly, would Sirius never win?—and like the two inhabitants of Potter Cottage, the werewolf's eyes instantly landed on the small child in Lily's arms.

"Oh no," Remus groaned, setting down the presents and stuffing a hand into his pocket. "Lily, I owe you ten–"

"She's not mine, Moony!" Sirius snapped, crossing his arms over his chest. "Honestly. How many people were in on this little bet?"

James smirked knowingly at his friend. "Would you be offended if I said the entire Order was in on it?" he asked, laughing at Sirius's mortified expression. "Oh, forget it–since when have I cared? The entire Order was in on it. Even _Dumbledore_." Sirius could have fainted at the thought of his old Headmaster thinking about anything relating to his sex life, but was distracted by the fact that Remus had abandoned the sack of Christmas presents in favor of dancing around the living room with Capella.

"What's her name?" Remus asked, his voice high-pitched and cooing. Sirius couldn't help but snort at how ridiculous the tone sounded coming from his large friend.

"Capella Narcissa Lestrange," he said, grinning in anticipation of Remus's sure to be terrified reaction. However, Remus merely blinked in acknowledge and then turned his attention back on the child. "What? You aren't mortified?" A small part of Sirius was disappointed at the lack of dramatics that he had gotten from his wolfish friend; he wanted to see Capella win over another war weary adult before the night was through.

"If we all judged others over things they can't control, then I wouldn't have any friends," Remus responded simply, his shoulders shrugging noncommittally. "In fact, I think it's all the more reason to make sure she has some happy memories–considering who she has to live with and all." The words made Sirius freeze in his place. He hadn't thought of that. Sure, he had Capella this week, but after that she was going directly back to the monsters that had made her; he couldn't help that, but he could help her.

"Alright, mates," Sirius exclaimed, his eyes shining with the infamous Gryffindor determination that was all too familiar to his friends. "I hope you don't plan on doing anything important this week, because we're going to stick a lifetime supply of correct moral values and childhood fun into seven days. Who's with me?"

Remus, who had nothing better to do anyway, agreed instantly. "Of course, Pads. Anything you need."

"But we have an Order meeting tomorrow!" Lily pointed out, looking exasperated. "We can't just forget our duties."

"Oh, my dearest Lily flower," Sirius grinned, ignoring the annoyed look for James at his using special nickname for Lily. "You know you're not Head Girl anymore, right? You don't always have to follow the rules." The girl's face turned as red as her hair, and they got into a a heated argument. Luckily for Sirius, after a few minutes, Capella started crying.

"Look what you did, Lils!" Sirius shouted, smirking as he formulated a devious plan in his mind. "She knows you don't want to help her. That you want her to go back and live amongst the Death Eaters. Shame on you." Lily opened her mouth to retort, but found herself unable to ignore the sobbing child anymore.

"Oh, fine!" she growled, running over to help an overwhelmed werewolf calm down the little girl.

They would save this kid's formative years even if it killed them, and—considering just whose kid it was—that wasn't the most far fetched possibility. But they _were _Gryffindors, after all, and if they couldn't be brave enough to help one little girl in need, then how could they even begin to be brave enough to save the world?

oOoOoOo

**Present Day—August 31, 1989**

"Hush," Capella murmured, her hand ghosting against her crying cousin's face. "It'll be alright, Little Dragon." The small blond boy sniffled, his silver irises practically luminescent against the puffy redness of his eyes. His pale hands were stuck tightly to the older girl's dark velvet dress, a gesture considered unthinkable in public but affectionately needy in the privacy of Capella's attic bedroom.

"But...but Ella!" he blubbered in a manner that would make his mother faint. "Father took Libra–how will I talk to you now?" Libra was Draco's own personal owl; she was a creature he fully intended to use with Capella's upcoming enrollment at Hogwarts—a place he himself would not be attending for another two years—butLucius had caught his son trading letters with a young Hannah Abbott (who was indeed a Pure-blood, but also a Blood Traitor, nulling the earlier advantage) whom he had met during a vacation to Wizarding Spain. Capella had found the girl sweet, if not somewhat flighty, but overall thought she would have made a lovely companion for her cousin.

But, of course, the Malfoys had a reputation to keep up, and Miss Abbott was cut out of Draco's life without a single, well-deserved explanation to the girl. Without Libra, Draco had no way of contacting Capella without their messages doubtlessly being reviewed by one of his parents, and if he couldn't tell her what was on his mind; then what was the point of writing at all?

"I will find a way to contact you without raising suspicion, do not worry," she assured through her overly proper English, which was the product of far too many repercussions from her aunt and uncle throughout her eleven or so years of life. Carefully, she took Draco's hands in her own, which were still smaller somehow smaller than his, and rested them gently in his lap. Using the end of her velvety dress sleeve to wipe away his tears, Capella kissed his platinum hair softly and stood up. The boy pouted in a way he knew drove daggers into his cousin's heart, and she hummed softly.

"How about I pick you out a special treat when I go to Diagon Alley, hmm?" she offered, and Draco's eyes lit up as his head sheepishly bobbed up and down. "Alright then, Little Dragon. I need to go." She turned from her cousin, who she wouldn't even bother removing from her room—Draco found the improperness and disarray of the place comforting—and began her descent down the many long, elegant flights of stairs that led to the first floor of Malfoy Manor.

When she arrived, her Aunt Narcissa and Uncle Lucius were sat opposite each other, each fully immersed in their own separate tasks; Lucius was reading the Daily Prophet, and Narcissa lazily sketched the flickering embers in the marble fireplace to her left on a piece of parchment. Clearly waiting for some proper human interaction, Narcissa noticed Capella instantly and grinned at her.

"All ready, Ella?" she cooed, being the only person other than Draco to refer to her as such. "You look quite lovely in my old dress. I suppose even worn out things can still have their merits."

Confused as to if that last comment was meant to be an insult or a compliment, Capella just smiled back and nodded at her aunt. That often made things much simpler; she had little interest in what much of her extended family found important—blood purity, money, dark arts, decorum, to name a few—and had neutral opinions at best on all of them. All she wanted to do was go by unnoticed, which was a simple task for anyone who wasn't named Capella Narcissa Lestrange.

Capella always thought it was somewhat sweet that her mother had used her sister's name as Capella's middle one, but later found out it was so Narcissa would feel more guilted into watching Capella when she was younger, even when she hadn't been made Godmother. And then, of course, when Bellatrix had been hauled off to Azkaban with the rest of her immediate family, who else other than Bellatrix's dearest sister Narcissa Malfoy could take the child in? Luckily for Capella, what had originally been a duty for the sake of appearances became something akin to a real, mother-daughter relationship.

Of course, Capella could hardly agree on most of what her aunt said or did, but they still had a tight familial bond that could make Capella forgive almost any transgression—as long as it did't involve hurting others. Among her few virtues, Capella considered her pacifism one of her highest.

Had to distinguish herself from the crazy mass of cackling laughter that dared to call itself her mother, after all.

"Lucius, dear, doesn't she look lovely?" Narcissa said, attempting to get any sort of reaction from her husband. Lucius begrudgingly looked up, his eyes giving a quick scan over Capella's entire small form before giving a short, approving nod. Capella let out a thankful breath she didn't know she'd been holding in, while her aunt looked longingly at her husband who had retreated back into his newspaper, before turning back to her niece.

"I'm sorry I can't go with you, love. But the Parkinsons and the Goyles are coming over tonight, and I need to be in top form—Mr. Goyle is a handful," she apologized, looking genuinely tossed. Capella nodded understandingly, but she really just wanted to go on with everything. "You're a smart girl. We trust you. And if you run into any trouble at all, just floo back home and ask, alright?" Narcissa stood and handed her a small, dark purple velvet pouch of gold that matched Capella's dress.

With that, Narcissa casted a spell on the fireplace to put out the embers, and held out the elegant glass container of Floo powder. Capella stepped into the structure and took a small handful.

Sending one last reassuring look towards her aunt, she called out: "Diagon Alley!" She felt an uncomfortable squeeze on her form for a moment, but she quickly landed where she needed to be. Capella grinned, scanning over the long, bustling street filled with witches and wizards of all sorts. She had been to Diagon Alley before, of course, but it was always with her aunt and uncle who made sure she didn't gawk.

Her sights landed instantly on Ollivander's, the wand shop, and if the shoes she were wearing weren't so uncomfortable Capella would have ran. A wand was arguably the most important magical object a person could have, and she wanted to get her hands on one right away. As she passed through the door, she bumped directly into a pleasantly plump redheaded woman and two identical twins, each pointing their (assumedly new) wands at each other and saying made up spells.

"Sorry, dearie!" the woman called in a warm voice, grabbing her sons by the ears and pulling them out of the doorframe. "Fred! George! Look what you've done!" Capella couldn't help but smirk as the woman hauled her sons down the alley, angry but still clearly in love with her children; it was sweet.

"Hello there," a man's voice resonated from deeper in the shop, and Capella turned to face Mr. Ollivander himself. "Another Hogwarts tyke, I reckon?"She nodded, walking into the store and up to his desk. "What's your name, then?" Capella bit her lip—she knew the circles that her aunt and uncle walked in treated her name as a high honor, but she always expected it to be something of a curse elsewhere. It was time to find out, she supposed.

"Capella Lestrange," she mumbled, keeping her chin held high and a small smile on her face. Mr. Ollivander blinked, his mind seeming to process her words. "I'm not like them, you know," she added, finding it necessary to distance herself from her family.

Not that she wanted people to think that she was anything like them—she wasn't—but Capella had hoped that people would have the sense and benefit of the doubt to assume she wasn't a murderous lunatic like her immediate family members. It's what she would have done in their positions, after all.

"Ah, I see," Mr. Ollivander finally said. "Give me a moment." Capella stood awkwardly as the man walked into the back of his shop. She glanced around, staring at the thousands and thousands of wands that were piled around her; how could anyone remember where they were? Did Mr. Ollivander even know, or did he simply grab random ones until one worked well with the person?

Mr. Ollivander returned, holding three boxes in his hands and setting them gently on the table. Capella watched excitedly as he opened up the first box—she had taken it upon herself to learn some information about wands, as the prospect had excited her that much—and produced a near pitch black, elegant looking piece of wood that she could tell instantly that she wouldn't take to.

"Blackthorn, dragon heartstring, eleven inches, pliable," Mr. Ollivander said, and Capella tried to hide her frown. Blackthorn was a highly common wood among Death Eaters, and dragon heartstring was known to be the easiest core to bend to the Dark Arts. In short, this man already assumed that she was going to be a dark witch. Lovely. Capella's hand admittedly shook a little as she took it from him—what if this was to be her wand? Then it meant she was just like her—

A loud crashing noise stopped her train of thought. Gasping, she watched as about thirty wands fell off of a shelf in the direction the wand was pointing. Mr. Ollivander sighed, and took the wand back. Capella let out a silent sigh of relief.

"Not a problem. Not one problem. Happens quite often," he declared, handing her the second wand. "Elm, dragon heartstring, thirteen inches, stiff." Capella could have screamed. Elm? More commonly known as the Pure-blood's wand? What was this man trying to imply to her? She took the wand quickly, and felt a slight satisfaction when a nearby stack of papers burst into flames. Mr. Ollivander pulled out his own wand and put it out, taking hers. Looking a little disgruntled, he pulled out the third one.

"Now, this here is an Yew wand, but something tells me that you are quite indeed different from your family," he muttered. "Give me a moment." Capella knew for a fact that He-Who-Shall-Not-Be-Named used a yew wand. It was a practically legendary object amongst the people she was made to socialize with. At least he hadn't given her a walnut wand. That was what her mother used. Mr. Ollivander returned with two boxes this time.

"I have here an Applewood and a Pear. Both known to have never belonged to a dark witch or wizard, and will only work for those with the purist intentions–of course, Pear is known to be wicked against wrong-doers. Both extraordinarily rare, however, and cost quite a lofty sum. I trust that won't be a problem?" he asked, and Capella shook her head, jiggling the small gold sack. "Alright," he pulled out one, a near white, almost green tinged piece that had a lovely, elegant pattern etched around the base and set in silver little stars, it appeared.

"Pear, phoenix feather, ten inches, whippy." Capella grinned as she took it—she _knew. _As soon as it touched her fingertips, a bright, almost blinding light emerged from the pointy end of the wand. "Quite curious," Mr. Ollivander said. "Destined for good things with that wand, you are. Nearly impossible to get a phoenix feather to take to pear, but when it does it's quite powerful." Her smile only grew. Mr. Ollivander tried to take the wand from her, to put it in the box, but Capella shook her head. She may not be allowed to use magic yet, but that didn't mean she wasn't going to pretend.

After checking out, Capella headed back onto the street with her new wand in hand. She spent the next two hours going from shop to shop, purchasing everything she needed on her list. She even picked out some candy for Draco, remembering her promise to him. When Capella had absolutely everything, she headed into one of the shops, took a handful of Floo Powder and shouted: "Malfoy Manor!" Once again, a squeezing feeling swept over her, but it was over in an instant and she found herself back in the cold, familiar landscape of her home's sitting room.

Hearing voices coming from the Dining Room, Capella attempted to head for the stairs silently; she had absolutely no desire to act cordial in front of the Parkinsons or the Goyles. But of course, fate had other plans for her.

"Capella!" her uncle's cool voice shouted from the dining room, obviously spotting her attempted escape. "Come in here. Say hello to our guests." Capella sighed and placed her bags of materials by the stairs, keeping only her wand grasped tightly in her hand. Dusting off the remains of Floo Powder on her plum velvet dress, she made her way into the room. Fourteen sets of eyes landed on her instantly.

"You look so much like your mother," Mrs. Parkinson cooed. "Just different colors, really." Capella, had she not known the repercussions of doing so, would have vomited right then and there. She had heard that far too much throughout her childhood, and she hated it. Most people meant it as a compliment—Bellatrix Lestrange _was _famously beautiful, after all—but Capella felt uncomfortable enough being the woman's daughter. Looking like her was even worse. But she couldn't help it, she supposed. The only real differences that Capella could find between her mother and herself was hair color—Bellatrix had dark hair, but Capella inherited her grandmother's light, almost-blonde brown—and eye color. While Bellatrix had insanity glinted brown ones, Capella's were clear and sea green.

But the rest of her, unfortunately, was all Lestrange.

"Capella just went to get her Hogwarts supplies," Narcissa explained, proudly. "Is that your new wand you're holding, dear? Let me see it." Capella, actually feeling genuinely excited about the item, stepped up to her aunt and handed her the stick, Draco leaning over the table to get a look at it too. Capella rolled her eyes at that—like he wouldn't take it from her as soon as company left and pretend to do spells.

"What are its properties?" her uncle said, and Capella blinked.

"Pear, phoenix feather, ten inches, whippy," Capella mumbled, repeating what Mr. Ollivander had told her. Lucius's eyes narrowed, clearly knowing what pear wood implied, but said nothing else. Narcissa, however, seemed charmed with the little star engravings on its base, as well as its strange color, and handed it back to Capella with a satisfied smile.

"Phoenix feather with pear, eh?" Mr. Goyle chuckled. "I suppose little Lestrange isn't following after mummy and daddy's footsteps, then?" Capella's naturally pale face went white at his words, and everyone else ceased speaking. In a house where He-Who-Shall-Not-Be-Named was still treated as something of a hero, any sort of negative talk about him or his cause was strictly forbidden. Capella stole a glance at Lucius, whose jaw tightened.

"What house do you want to be in?" Mrs. Goyle said quickly, pretending she didn't hear her husband's slip-up. "Slytherin, I'd hope?" Capella frowned. Though she didn't have anything against any house, she never felt that she had the ambition for Slytherin, or the willingness to live by that whole "end justifies the means" dogma that they followed. Though Slytherin was the most common house for a Black descendant to end up in, there had been some instances of Ravenclaws, a few Gryffindors, and even two Hufflepuffs. Though one of the Gryffindors did turn out to be one of the biggest disappointments of the Black House, he hadn't been so because of his placement. Capella assumed anything other than Hufflepuff and she'd be okay with the family.

"Capella is more of a thinking type," Narcissa pointed out. "We're expecting Ravenclaw, more likely. Even, dare I say, Gryffindor. Not Hufflepuff of course."

Exactly what Capella assumed. The guests all nodded, somewhat disappointed that Slytherin wouldn't be gaining another Lestrange, though Mrs. Goyle and Mrs. Parkinson both looked slightly aghast at the mention of Gryffindor.

"As long as she isn't like Sirius, I'm sure she'll be fine," Paxton, the elegant, eldest Parkinson son pointed out. Both Narcissa and Lucius looked incredibly upset.

_Well, this conversation just keeps getting more and more interesting. _

"She isn't, we assure you," Narcissa promised, her eyes slightly frantic. "Sirius was quite obviously deranged–just look what he did to those foolish Muggles!" Though Capella wasn't one to defend the character or actions of mass-murderer Sirius Black, she could have snorted at her aunt's words. _He_ was deranged? Had she forgotten who _her_ sister was?

Luckily for Capella, Narcissa's words got Mr. Goyle started on complaining about Muggles, and Lucius beckoned for her to come to him. She scurried forward, not wanting to keep him waiting.

"Take Draco and go upstairs," he commanded, his voice still hard and firm despite his whispering. "These people have been trying to get dirt on the family all night. They'll tear you up in an instant with your flaws and all." Capella frowned at his harsh words, but nodded regardless and grabbed her little cousin, helping him to his feet. The pair snuck out of the dining room while everyone paid apt attention to Mr. Goyle's rant.

"Please let me hold your wand!" Draco begged as they walked up towards her room, out of earshot. "I didn't get a proper look at it, you know." Capella sighed as they entered her bedroom, placing her various bags all over her bed.

"Be careful with it, okay?" she ordered, reluctantly handing him the wand. "It was very expensive." She half doubted that he even heard her as he took it, and instantly pointed it at her.

"Fly!" he shouted, as if the simple command was a spell itself. Capella laughed at his antics, a soft smile that always came with her cousin working its way onto her face. "I think your wand is broken, Ella." She rolled her eyes, holding out a hand to reclaim the wand. Draco shook his head, refusing to give it back.

"Come on, Little Dragon. Give it to me," she said. Draco frowned, his pink lips standing out harshly against his nearly white skin. Paleness wasn't an uncommon thing in Malfoy Manor, as Lucius and Narcissa hardly gave Draco or Capella permission to go outside; they didn't want the children to get involved in "rowdy activities." Capella was certain that the first time she went outside at Hogwarts there was going to be a ninety percent chance of her bursting into flames, but, once again, it wasn't something that she found worth arguing against. People needed to be brave enough to stand up for themselves, yes, but the real brave thing—in Capella's mind—was having the bravery to pick and choose your battles.

"But if I keep your wand then you can't go to Hogwarts," he mumbled, a glimmering of tears in his eyes warning of tears. Capella's face fell, and she shushed him, pulling him into a tight embrace. "I can't be here alone. I'll go crazy. Mum alone'll do me in!"

"Shh..." she breathed, running her hand comfortingly through his light hair. "You are so, _so_ brave, Little Dragon. I know you'll be okay." And she wasn't lying. Capella, knowing her aunt and uncle were dreadfully harsh on him—her too, but since she wasn't their daughter they had limits with her that they didn't have with Draco—had always tried to be overly kind to the younger boy. His father didn't have an ounce of goodness in his body, and though his mother did, she was far too scared of Lucius to really show Draco any warmth.

The fact that Draco hadn't already snapped was one of the most impressive feats that Capella had ever really seen; he was one of the strongest people she knew.

However, Capella had already resigned herself to the fact that, without her, Draco was bound to pick up the harsh and intolerant views of his parents—no more making friends with Hannah Abbotts, in short—and the thought of her sweet, slightly spoiled cousin becoming a monster like them shook her, but she knew there was nothing that she could do. Not attending Hogwarts was simply not an option for any member of the Black family. She was expected to make allies there, find a suitor, and do a whole bunch of other things she had no interest in doing.

"Please find a way to talk to me, Ella," he begged, his eyes wide and afraid.

"Of course," she responded, wondering how he could even begin to doubt her. "Have I ever let you down?"

Draco grinned, his tears ceasing. "No," he conceded.

"And I surely do not plan on it now," she pointed out, releasing her tight hold of him. She dug a hand into one of the bags, and produced a bunch of chocolate frogs. "I believe you asked for a treat?" Draco smiled brightly, practically tearing the candy from her hands.

He would be okay.


End file.
